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The Qomedie of Errors. 


For we may pitty, though not pardon thee. 

Merck. Oh had the gods done fo,I had not now 
Worthily tearm’d them mcrcilcficto vs: 

For ere the fhips could meet by twice flue leagues, 

We were encountred by a mighty rockc, 

Which being violently borne vp, 

Our helpcfull fhip was fplicted in the midft j 
So that in this vniuft diuorce of vs. 

Fortune had left to both of vs alike. 

What to delight in, what to forrow for. 

Her part, poove foule, fceming as burdened 
With letter waight, but not with letter woe, 

Was carried with mote fpced before the vvindc. 

And in our fight they three were taken vp 
By Fiflicrmen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length another fhip had fciz’d on vs, 

And knowing whom it was their hap to faue, 
Gauehealthfull welcome to their fhip-wrackt guefts. 
And would haue reft the Fifhers ofthcir prey. 

Had not their backe beene very flow offailc; 

And therefore homeward did they bend their cotiric. 
Thus haue you heard me leuet’d from rr.y blifle. 

That by misfortunes W3S my life prolong’d, 

T o tell fad ftories of my owne milhaps. 

Duke. And for the lake of them thou forroweft for, 
Doe methefauourto dilate at full. 

What haue befalne of them and they till now. 

Merck. My yongeft boy,and yet my elded care, 

At eighteene yecrcs became inquifitiue 
After his brother; and importun’d me 
That his attendant, fo his cafe was like, 

Rcfc ofhis brother.but retain’d his name. 

Might beare him company in thequeft of him: 

Whom wbil’ft I laboured of a loue to fee, 

I hazarded the loflc of whom I lou’d. 

Fiuc Sommers haue I fpent in fartheft Greece , 

Roming clcane through the bounds of Afia, 

And coafting homeward, came to Epbefru : 

Hopeleflc to finde,yct loth to leauc vnlought 
Or that,or any place that harbours men : 

Butheercmuft end the ftory ofmy life. 

And happy were I in my timelie death, 

Could all my traticlls warrant me they hue. 

Duke- Haplefle Egeon whom the fates haue markt 
To beare the extremitie of dire mifliap : 

Now truft me, were it not againft our Lawes, 

Againft my Crowne,my oath,my dignity. 

Which Princes would they may not difanull, 

My foule fhould fue as aduocate for thee : 

But though thou art adiudged to the death. 

And patted fcntence may not be tccal’d 
But to our honours great difparagement: 

Yet will 1 fauour thee in what I can; 

Therefore Marchant, lie limit thee this day 
To feeke thy hclpe by beneficiall helpe. 

Try all the friends thou haft in Spbeftu , 

Beg thou,or borrow, to make vp the fumme, 

And Hue: if no,then thou art doom’d to die: 
Iaylor,takehimto thycuftodie. 

I A) lor. I will my Lord. 

Merck. Hopeleflc and helpeleffe doth Egean wend, 
But to procraftinatc his liuelefle end. Exeunt. 

Enter Antipholu Erotes, a Marchant,and Dromio. 

Mer. Therefore giuc out you arc of Epidamium, 

Left that your goods too foone be confiscate: 


! very day a Syracujtan Marchant 
ehcndei 


This 

Is apprehended for a riuall here, 

And not being able to buy out his life. 

According to the ftatute ofthe townc. 

Dies ere tne wearie funne fet in the Weft: 

There is your monie that I had to keepe. 

Ant. Goe beare it to the Ccntaurc,whcre vvehofl 
And ftay there Drevtioy\W I come to thee; 

Within this houre it will be dinner time. 

Till that He view the manners of the towne, 

Perufc the traders,gaze vpon the buildings. 

And then returne and fleepe within mine Iline, 

For with long trauaile I am ftiffc and wearie. 

Get thee away. 

! Dro . M any a man would take you at your word, 
And goe indeede,bauing fo good a racane. 

Exit Dromie, 

Ant. A truftie villaine fir,that very oft. 

When I am dull with care and melancholly. 

Lightens my humour with his merry iefts: 

What will you walke with me about the towne, 

And then goe to my Inne and dine with me? 

E.lflar. I am inuited fir to certaine Marchants, 

Of whom 1 hope to make much benefit: 

I craue your pardon, fooncatfiueadocke, 

Pleafc you,He mcctc with you vpon the Matt, 

And afterward confort you till bed time: 

My prefent bufinefle cals me from you now. 

Ant. Farewell till then: 1 will goe loofe my felfe, 
Andiwander vp and downe to view theCitie. 

E.CMar. Sir, I commend you to your owne content, 

Extm. 

Ant. He that commends me to mine owne content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get: 

I to the world am like a drop ofwatcr, 

That in the Ocean feekes another drop, 

Who falling there to findc his fellow forth, 

(Vnfecne,inquifitiue) confounds himrelfe. 

,So I,to finde a Mother and a Brother, 

In queft ofthem(vnhappica)loofemy felfe. 

Enter Dromio ofEpbefiu. 

Here comes the almanacke of my true date: 

What now ? How chance thou art return’d fo foone. 

E.Dro. Return’d fo foone, rather approacht toolttt: 
The Capon burnes, the Pig fals from the fpit; 

The clocke hath ftrucken twclue vpon the ( bell: 

My Miftris made it one vpon my cheekc: 

She is fo hot becaufe the meate is colde: 

The meate is coldc, becaufe you come not home: 

You come not home,becaufe you haue no ftomack*; 
You haue no ftomacke,hauing broke your faft; 

But we that know what ’tis to faft and pray, 

Are penitent for your default to day. 

Ant. Stop in your windc fir.tell me this! pray ? 
Where haue you left the mony that I gaue you. 

E.Dro. Oh fixe pence that I had a wenfday laft, 

To pay the Sadler for my Miftris crupper: 

The Sadler had it Sir,l kept it not. 

Ant . I am not in a fportiue humor now: 

Tell me,and dally not,wherei$ the monie? 

We being ftrangers here,how dar’ft thou truft 
So great a charge from thine owne cuftodie. 

E.Dro. I pray you ieft fir as you fit at dinner: 

I from my Miftris come to you in poft: 

If I returns I (hall be poft indeede. 
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Rcfcrue them till amerrier houre then this : 

Where is the gold I gatoe in charge to thee? 

E Dro. To me fir? why you gaue no gold to e. 
Ant. Come on fir knaue, haue done ycur foohflines, 
And tell me how thou haft difpos’d thy charge. 

E.Dro. My charge was but to fetch y ou fio the Mart 
Home to your houfe, the Phoenix Hr,to dinner} 

Mv Miftris and herfifter ftaies foryou. 

^Ant. Now as I am a Chriftian anfwer me, 

Tn what fafe place you haue beftow’d my monie; 

Or I (hall breakc that mcrric fconce ofyours 
That ftands on tricks, when I am vndifpos d: 

Where is the thoufand Markes thou hadlt of me ? 

E.Dro. I haue fome markes ofyours vpon my pate: 
Some ofmy Miftris markes vpon my fhouldcrs: 
gut not a thoufand markes betwcenc you both. 

Ifl fliould pay your worfhip thofe againe. 

Perchance you will not beare them patiently. 

Ant.Tby Miftrismarkcs?what Miftris flaue haft thou? 
E-Dro- Your worfhips wife,my Miftris at the Phcenix; 
She that doth faft till you come home to dinner: 

And praies that you will hie you home to dinner.. 

Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus vnto my face 
Bein® forbidPThcrc take you that fir knaue. 

g?Dro. Whatmeancyou fir, for God fake hold your 
Nay,and you will not fir,llc take my heclcs. (hands: 

Exeunt Dromio Sp. 

Ant. Vpon my life by fome dcuife or other, 

The villaine is ore-wrought of all my monie. 

They fay this towne is full of cofenage: 

As nimble Iuglers that dcceiuc the eic: 

Darke working Sorcerers that change the minde: 
Soule-killing Witches,that deformc the bodie; 
Difguifcd Cheatcrs,prating Mountcbankes; 

And manic fuch like liberties offinne: 

Ifit proue fo,l will be gone the fooner: 
lie to the Centaur to goe feckc this flaue, 

I greatly fcarc my monie is not fafe. 


ixtt. 


(sJBusSecwtdm. 


Enter Adriana ,wife to AntipkolU Serepttuyvilb 
Luciano:her Sifter. 

Adr. Neither my husband nor the flaue return’d. 
That in fuch haftc I fent to feeke his Matter ? 

Sure Luciana it is two a clocke. 

Luc. Perhaps fome Merchant hath inuited him. 
And from the Mart he’s femewhere gone to dinner: 
Good Sifter let vs dine,and neuer fret; 

A man is Matter ofhis libertie: 

Time is their Matter, and when they fee time. 

They’ll goe or come; iffo, be patient Sifter. 

Adr. Why fhould their libertie then ours be more? 
Luc. Becaufe their bufinefle {Till lies out adore. 
Adr. Looke when I ferue him fo,he takes it thus. 
Luc. Oh,know he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr. There’s none but afles will be bridled fo. 


Luc. Why, headftrong liberty is lafht with woe: 
There’s nothing fituate voder heauens eye. 

But hath his bound in earth, in fea, in skic. 

The bcafts,the fifties,and the winged fowlcs 
Are their males fubie£fs, and at their controules: 

Man more diuine, the Matter of all thefe. 

Lord of the wide world,and wilde watry feas. 

Indued with intelle&uall fence and foules, 

Ofmoreprcheminence then fifh and fowlcs. 

Are matters to their females, and thcirLords: 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adri. This feruitude makes you to keepe vowed. 
Luti. Not this,but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr.Hui were you wcdded,you wold bear fomefway 
Luc. Ere I learne loue,I!e praflife to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband ftart fome other where ? 
Luc. Till he come home againe,I would forbeare. 
Adr. Patience vnmou’d,iio maruel though fhepaufe. 
They can be tnccke,that haue no other caufc: 

A wretched foule bruis’d with aduerfitie. 

We bid be quiet when we hearc it crie. 

But were we burdned with like waight ofpaine, 

As much,or more, we fliould our felues complaine: 

So thou that haft no vnkindc mate to greeue thee. 

With vrging lielpeleflc patience would releeue me; 

But if thou liue to fee like right bereftt. 

This foole-bcg'd patience in thee will be left. 

Luci. W’dlJ will marry one day but to trie: 

Hecre comes your man, now is your husband nie. 

Enter Dromio Efb. 

Adr. Say,is your tardie matter now at hand ? 

E.Dro. Nay, hee’s at too hands with mce,and that my 
twoeares can witnefte. 

Adr. Siy, didft thou fpeake with him ? knowft thou 
his minde ? 

E. Dro. 1,1,be told his minde vpon mine care, 
Befhrew his hand,I fcarcc could vnderftand it. 

Luc. Spakeheefo doubtfully, thoucouldftnotfcele 
his meaning. 

E. Dro. Nay, hee ftrooke fo plainly, 1 could too well 
fecle his blovves; and withall fo doubtfully, that I could 
fcarcc vnderftand them. 

Adri. Buc fay,l prethee, is he comming home ? 

It feemes he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

£. Dro. Why M iftrefle, fure my Matter is borne mad. 
Adri. Horne mad,thou villaine ? 

E.Dro. I meane not Cuckold mad. 

But fure he is ftarke mad: 

When I defir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask’d me for a hundred markes in gold : 

'Tis dinner time-quoth I: my gold, quoth he: 

Your meat doth burne,quoth I: my gold quoth he: 

Will you come, quoth I: my gold, quoth he; 

Where is the thoufand markes I gaue thee villaine ? 
ThcPigge quoth I, is burn’d: my gold,quoth he: 

My miftrefle, fir, quoth I: hang vp thy Miftreffc: 

I know not thy miftrefle, out on thy miftrefle. 

Luci , Quoth who? 

E.Dr. Quoth my Matter,I know quoth he, no houfe, 
no wife, no miftreffe : fo that my arrant due vnto my 
tongue, I thanke him,<I bare home vpon my (boulders : 
for in conc!ufion,he did beat me there. 

Adri. Go back againe,thou flaue,gt fetch him home* 
Dro. Goe backe againe,and be new beaten home t 
For Gods fake fend fome other meflenger. 

H * Adri. Backe 

















































































